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but it was not me that he was sleuthing. He may have
recognized me as having seen me frequently on the seats
in front of the Cafe de la Kade. Or he may have been the
fellow from whom I once purchased a diseased goatskin.
That went like this: I was sitting in a restaurant on the
Place de 1'Observatoire in Paris and accidentally caught the
eye of one of these ruffians. He interpreted that glance as
an invitation to come and display his wares to me* And his
delight was so candid and his subsequent sorrow when I
told him that I wanted nothing of his was so profound that
I could not find it in me not to give him at the least the joy
of bargaining. So I asked him the price of the goatskin on
his shoulder. He said that it was a remarkable goatskin;
an almost magic hide; it was fit to drape the shoulders of
Nur el Jehar, the favourite of the Sultan. Its price was
therefore 144. francs. I said I would give him seventy-two—
being perfectly certain that he would never accept such a
reduction. He said: Done! . . . Just like that. The shops
as I went home carrying that abomination seemed to be full
of goatskins, priced at from twenty-two to thirty-one
francs—though I had never before seen a goatskin in any
shop window.
And the really odd thing is this: A year later a member
of my family wanted a goatskin coat and when I went to
a furrier to obtain a skin the cheapest I could get cost
frs. 288. Now I am ready, if you insist, to concede that this
set of circumstances may be merely a part of the usual
phenomena of prices. It is not unusual for swell retailers
to charge the public eight or ten times the sum received for
any commodity by the Small Producer. The patient New
Yorker has just called our attention to the fact that the
terrapin farmer receives from the fishmonger about half
what the fishmonger obtains from the public, But the terra-
pin farmer pays infinitely less to the boys who in the swamps
catch the terrapins for him—from three to five cents apiece.
. . . And if you eat in a restaurant you will have to pay any
sum the boundless fancy of the restaurateur causes him to
fix—say five dollars apiece.
So with the goatskins. The Small Producer—the actual

